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Ezra Pound, Who Does Idaho Awtul Proud

By BENJAMIN DE CASSERES.

l_\‘

ishing and to us the

] -
Pacannes and Divisons, Ezra

Pound’s new book, the most aston-
most  mleresting
statement 15 Tound on page 245, under the
rubrie Ezra P'ound Files Erceptions, It
15 & letter address to Mr. William Marion
Reedy.

in Utade.

Mr. Pound SHVE ! “I was not barn
I was born in Idahe.
This destroys a fond allusion of unrs,
It explodes a thewry, It distrovs onr
Ezra Mound j“-_\l'il-’[-tl_’_'.. For the soul of
Fzra Pound 1 Marmon, und earries withi
1 eellulir revesses no taint of MOLOEAmy
ur r'l--|'-'-":sh<}|!‘\.
His psyehe owns up to a hundred bieljs-
nutes  manly of I'L-JI"i;ll'fl'u vrigin.  In
the mansion of

hits art are msny «weet-

hearts. A
JrivSiens,

veritable  harem of  Iiterary
A seraglic of magnificent .'nn;l
vetded ideas. A seeret aleove of foronln
west as Barhith

avenne and as Far vast as old Japan.

ealleeted from as far

But, Painful to Relate—

Soowlitt more natoral than the theory
that Kzra Pound first looked at the _-‘i-."\
over (le chunney pots of the houses -:r'
the late Josepl Suath, or that lus first
pranks were perpetrated aronnd the eollue
door of 1he Ti-r!l]n[l' nt Salt Lake (Ot !
But Seuntor Smoot elatms him ns :
stolesman, 1t

i fellow
15 an vnesthetie Wlow on
our solar plexus. 1t s s thoneh some
one hud uneovered Philndelphin as the
birthplaee of Swinhurne or Yonkers as
the eradle of Arthur Symons

The poetical work of Ezra Pound 15 a
It 15 o earbon
the world
= birain 15 an ex-

musienl echio of Eurn | LLAN

copy of o world thut s demd
ol the

epistels attuned shell fasPwmed an many

Dieeadence.

wets nd eolored t'.\ the suns of Mediter
rancan sinds.  He s
“Nusditerranean sonl.”

what John I"n\\pr-r
Powys valls

Bourgeois? Horrors!

Heis Latin to the eare of Lis e Jl'llrllﬂ:'-‘.
He s Japanese to the heart of his ey
e 15 an exotie superimiposition, an aston-
shing and hanrre effeet prodoced by edu
The reality
artitiewl ort
Ameniean,  He is a ghost mateniahzed by
cunning effects of hght and mirrors,

The total effect of lus
eineo-psyeho apparatus 15 a picture of
Franems Villon, Rabelms, Soerates, Ver
lnine and Sam Johnson sitting  around
the village pump in one of Bret Harte's
towns discussing the eternal, and henece
banal, subjects.

s new book, Pavannes and Divisions,
is 0 eluster of satires, transiations, appre
eialions and academie pronouncements on

eation, umderlving s ex

quisttely 15 hourgeois and

work on onr

By EDWARD N. TEALL.

HO was the wiser— Swinburme, who
for filty years went on sweeping
his desk clear of accumulated copy, wrap-
ping it up in bundles and shelving it, or
the poet’s friends who have laboriously
edited the literary hiter?  Swinburne
must have had— for how ean any writer be
truly great who lacks it ¥ —sufficient self-
judging power to know what part of his
production cught to be published; what
destroyed as utterly worthless, and what
Inid aside for possible nseful suggestive-
ness later on, or as a hterary curiosity.
Every writer, great or small, has had
the two experienees, of destroying in haste
eopy whose loss has afterward heen re-
gretted and of saving copy thal would
never have been missed if *burned or
tumed over to the junkman. Swinbume
had some perfectly good reason for treat
ing as he did these writings which lis
friends are colleeting. And, of course, it
cannot be asscrted, with proof, that hs
iniention is not fulfilled in this collection!
The posthumonsly printed poems of
a Rupert Brooke pr an Adam Seeger
mirht coneeivably be more interesting than
tho-e of a Swmburne. The young poets,
whose flights were rut off when hardly
more than bezun—or at leasl when they
had only proved their power and before
it had vielded its best expretable froit—
they might have left bits of verse, pluns
and outlines and fragmentary promises,
that would have shown us more cléarly
than their actual relies what we had lost
at the heavy hand of Kultur. Our Amer-
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EZRA POUND
Auvintor of *Pavannes gsnd Devistons *
Vortweists, Fmagziats and other neo-bores  dessort, hut do not make a meal. Bring

and elussieists enmoullaged with weanings
Joms wornds.

The white elephants of lteratare are
full upon us, and of the making of Bar
Nature bath no lmt. In los es
sivs om these now wors Mr, Pound’s fin

TS
ratsd toward us a In
Sneers and the bireh rod = alwars kid
den under las coal, and never more so

ger is alwavs

than when he s advising Les Jeane to
raise hiell with the other tellow’s formula.

Page Signor Cellini

Where are the
with a puteh . The men watiout formulas
or tags?  The men who have something
to sy and say it? We
Goethes, Hugos, n Rabelais, a Swift and
summer and winter and night elasses in
Walt Whitman and Nietzsehe, 1T we are
to lay the viable ghosts of Longfellow
and Whittier it must be with mental TN,
Aromatic spives from Franee, Japan and
Ituly will not do the trick. They are good

mants who teach us

need Cellims,

iean poet Sidney Lanier is as much to be
prized in his bequest, compiled into
Paem Outlines, as for his splendid finished
work. But Swinburne lived long enough,
one would say, to have left s work just
a8 he wished the world to have it.

Still, if the present compilers lack other
Justifieation—and that, indeed, is not as-
serted or assertable—they have, in the
common euriosily of the reading publie, u
justifieation which, often questioned, has
us frequently been approved in the com-
mon judgment. Specalists in Swinburne
poetry must have these pieces and other
folks can enjoy them for their own sake.

They run from 1857 to 1807, and are
here arranged in chronological order, with
the exception of eleven Border Ballads,
bulked at the front of the book—and far
and away the most interesting of all its
interesting contents.  In a prefatory note
Mr. Edmund Gosse explains with great
illumination the sigmificance of Swin-
burne’s performance. The border bal
lud, the true folksong of any people, is
the most difficult formn of writing to imi-
tate—beeause it i1s not properly a written
thing at all. Not one person in a thou-
sund ean even read them ~nght when
renius has sweceeded in transeribing them
honestly.

Besides the ballads, the book ineludes
The Death of Sir John Franklin, an un-
surcessful Newdegate prize poem—unsuc-
cessful, perhaps, only heeause of its fail-
ure to meet the requirements as to meter;
Lawdor at Florence, Sairy (famp's Koun-
del, to James McNeil Whistler, The Cen-

Posthumous Poems of Swinburne

on the shoek troops! Away with the
o b Il-nku'-f
."_bf.l'umln: .""'M N
these French ntles?)
are, to onr way of thinking, the best things
in the book., Radway, the unberoie bero
in the first named satire, done in the man-
ner of Byron's Men Juan, is a type of
sming culture, of hypoeritical donjuanism,
a Pillar, & Post and a Pest, a subseriber
to the Boston Tramsenpt no doubt, the
busy hee of guestionable ndventure. There
s good, healthy vitriol in this poem,
eleansing venom amd an trony that slays
the only irony worthy the name.

Note: This Is Irony.
Here is n it of it:

“My hero, Radway, T have pamed, in
truth,

Some forees among those which ‘formed’
his youth:

These heavy weights, these dodgers and
these preachers,

Senswel  (why  all
and Stark Realism

temary of Shelley, The Concert of Europe,
Memorial Ode on the Death of Leconte
de Lisle (recently reprinted in this see-
tion of Tur Scx), Memorial Versez on
the Death of Karl Blind, various lyries
and frogments, the Ode to Mazzini, and
two parodies—one on Tennyson's Despair
and one on a chorus in Swinburne’s own
By the North Sea. It is a rich book for
the friends of poetry.

PTOSTHUMOUS POEMS OF ALGERNON
CHARLER SWINBURNE. Enitep BY
ioMUND Gosse anp THoMAs Jaues WISE.
John Lane {‘ouspu\p $1.50.

“] do not apologize for mor am I
ushamed of my German birth,” says Otto
H. Kahn in Right Above Race. “But I
am ashamed—bitterly and grievously
ashamed—of the Germany which stands
eonvieted before the high tribunal of the
world's pablie opinion of having planned
and willed war; of the revolting deeds
committed in Belgiom and northern
France, of the infamy of the Lusitania
murders, of innumerable violations of the
Hagzue convention and the law of nations,
of abominable and perfidious plotting in
friegdiy countries and shameless abuse of
their hospitality, of erime heaped upon
erime in hideous defiance of the laws of
God and men.

“I eherish the memories of my youth,
but these very memories make me ery ond
in pain and wrath against these who have
befouled the spiritual soil of the old Ger-
wany, w which they were rooted. I rs

Crusadéers, leeitrers and seepet lee
Whoe wronght about lis
infeetion.

T e are the lighbrows, add to ths eol-

L

thew stal

< *soul

et pom
The soeial el the almost, all but, not
aite, a=ecmmating,
Piquante, delicions, Iuseiois, eaptivating -
Puffed <atin, and ©2lRk stiwkings, where the
ke

the 2Kirt in strie; (vhle Fe

ClliEs to
propriety -

Fhree thousand chorus girls and all un-
kicend,

J state sans song, sans home grown wine,
sans realist!

Tell e not m mourful wi-l-wash

a sort of sugarsd dish-wush'!

Radway Bad read the various evening

¥o*
wlit* 5

lltilrl'l’N

And vearned to inutate the Waldorf
CAPTS

As beld before lum in that unsullied
arror

The daily press, and monthlivs nine eents
tharer,
They held the very marrow of the deals
Thut fed bis spirt; mental
meals”
One could row with Mr. Pound over a
bundred thangs in this ook
reazon it is worth reading,

were  Ins

that 1« the
For instunee,
“Pociry s a composition of words set to
musie.” |'n|'!t’_\' 1%
Vision. Poetry is Revolt. Poetry is the
hanger for Elsewhere. Poetry 12 a war
on Heality. Poetry 1s the glorifieation of
You van no more define !’m'fr‘_"

Copy-boak  stufl!

Iluswon
ar put it into a formula than you ean
define God, Life or Beauty.

Good Stuff, Some of It.

There 15 a fine essay on that rarest
of minds, lately dead, Remy de Gourmont.
De Gourmont oceupied in Franee the
same relation to the younger literary
artists of the time that Jumes Huncker
oecupies at the present time in America.
Young France can never pav the debt it
owes o De Gourmont, just as yvoung
America ean never pay the debt it cwes
to Huncker. .

Mr. Pond in this essav almost beeomes
enthusiastie, nearly “loscs himself.” He
might have forgotten his literary good
breeding  here for onee—dropped his
monocle, peeled off his spats, as i1 were—
amd waded in, hissvinile [daho soul on top
the psvehie band wagon. De Gourmont
is worth a few Rah! Rah! paragraphs,

Pavannes and [livisions is good read-
ing if von want to know all sbout the
New American Movement. But it is a pity
that Catalina should spend so mueh time
/al;.\.-ing the harp. Moare of the Big
Bass Drum, please!

P'AVANNES AND DIVISIONS. By Em

Pouxp. Alfred A. Knopf, $2.350.

vere the high ideals and fine traditions’

of that old Germany and the time honored
canceptions of nght eonduet which my
parents and the teachers of my early

youth bade me tressure throughout life,

but all the more hnmiﬁg is my resent-
ment, all the more deeply grounded my
hostility, against the Prussian easte who
trampled those ideals, traditions and con-
ceptions in the dust.”

Arnold Bennett to George H. Doran:

“80 Pieeadilly, London, W. I,

“May 13, 1918.

“My Dear Doran: I suppose you are
about to publish, or have just published,
The Pretty Lady. Here a few of the
lower elass papers have gone for it ratber
heavily as being pornographie and nun-
suitable for war time, &e., &e. The high-
er class papers, however, with the excep-
tion of the Star have treated it very well
indeed, and T expeet that next week it
will have reached a sale of 20000 copies
at least. Some of the good reviews have
gaid that it is deeadent and evnical, and
that it gives an entirely ruthless pictare
of heartless people in London. This 1=
not so, and I particularly want you to
note that the war has a good effect on the
three prineipal characters, nawely, Clis-
tine, Coneepeion and G. L. all of wiom
do what they ean. The hook s emphati-
l‘lll_\‘ not r}'nirnl. Nor does 1t pariray
heartless people, and I should like this 10
be insisted upon,

“] have j“:—'t taken eclarge of
propsganda for Franee, so that 1 have
rather more than I can do.

“Affeetionate wishes (o all of ven,

“Yours ever,

“G. H. Doran, Esq. K
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